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Nor be called king by will of any man
Nor lord by choice of any friend on earth.

Darnley.    Nay, I would need no voices.

Queen.                                                 And be sure

You shall not build your power on loves of theirs
Nor live by their election.    Go, and thrive :
Think how my faith and hope and love in you
Find all their rest and stronghold, and on them
Set up your trust and standard of your strength.

\Exit DARNLEY.

So much is done; go thou then first to death;
For from this hour I have thee.    Heart, lie still.
Till I may make those mightier traitors mine
That shall be swords for me to smite him with,
And then be free as fire,

Enter MARY BEATON.

Hast thou no news ?

Mary Beaton.   The lord of Bothwell lies at secret

ward

To bear you forth of peril here by force;
He has gathered up his men beyond the walls
To break this guard upon you when you will,
If at your suit it shall not be withdrawn;
Here is his token brought me privily
For your own hand.

Queen.                   No, in my heart it is,

My love and lord, thy token; this poor heart
That ere mine ear is smitten with thy name
Hears it and turns to springing fire.    What thanks
Would I not rather pay than these of words